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To you, dear friends, of the 
unseen audience, this little 
book is dedicated. 

. —PaT BARNES 


oveword 


PAT BARNES, the genial Director-Annoucer 
of Station W HT presents to the public 
this collection of readings in poetry and 
prose, made popular by him through the 
studio microphone. 


The inimitable manner in which Mr. Barnes 
has rendered these numbers has endeared 
him and the various selections to his 
listeners-in. 


It is with deep appreciation of the authors, 
themselves, who have penned the lines and 
in response to hundreds of requests from 
the vast unseen audience gathered nightly 
about the radio, that Pat issues this little 
volume, hoping that those who read will 
experience as much pleasure as has come 
to him in compiling and putting forth his 
Pick-ups. 
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Pick-Ups 


We pick up a thought, 
And it lasts all the day, 
We pick up a word 
That cheers on our way. 


We pick up a friend 

Who holds through the years. 
We pick up, if we will, 

More of joy, than of tears. 


We pick up the good, 
And we pick up a smile; 


’Tis these happy pick-ups 
That make life worth the while. 
PB, 
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Hearsay 


In every town, in every street, 

In nearly every house, you meet 

A little imp who wriggles in, 

With half a sneer and half a grin, 
And climbs upon your rocking-chair, 
Or creeps upon you anywhere, 

And, when he gets you very near, 
Just whispers something in your ear, 
Some rumor of another’s shame— 
And little “Hearsay” is his name. 


He never really claims to know; 
He’s only “Heard” that it is so; 
And then he whispers it to you, 

So you will go and whisper, too. 
For, if enough will pass along, 

The rumor, even though it’s wrong— 
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If John tells Henry, Henry Joe, 
And Joe tells Mary, Mary Flo, 
And Flo tells Mildred, Mildred Ruth— 


It very soon may pass for truth. 


You understand, this little elf, 

He doesn’t say he knows, himself. 
He doesn’t claim it’s really true— 
He only whispers it to you, 

Because he knows you'll go and tell 
Some other whisperer as well; 

And so, before the setting sun, 

He gets the devil’s mischief done, 
And there is less of joy and good 
Around your little neighborhood. 


Look out for Hearsay! When he sneaks 
Inside the house, and slander speaks, 
Just ask the proof in every case. 
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Just ask the name and date and place, 
And, if he says he only “heard”, 
Declare you don’t believe a word; 
And tell him you will not repeat 

The silly chatter of the street-— 
However gossips smile and smirk, 
Refuse to do the devil’s work. 


By Douglas Malloch in a book of poems, 
“Be the Best of Whatever You Are.” Pub- 
lished by Scott Dowd Publishing Company, 
Chicago, Ill. 
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Flying Words 
Boys flying kites haul in their white-winged 
birds 
But you can’t do that with flying words. 
Careful with fire is good advice we know, 
But careful with words ten times doubly so. 


Thoughts unexpressed sometimes fall back 


dead, 


But God himself can’t kill them when once 
they are said. 
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Around the Corner 


Around the corner I have a friend 

In this great city that has no end; 

Yet days go by and weeks rush on, 
And before I know it a year has gone; 
And I never see my old friend’s face; 


For life is a swift and terrible race. 


He knows I like him just as well, 

As in the days when I rang his bell, 

And he rang mine. We were younger then; 
But now we are busy, tired men— 

Tired with playing a foolish game; 


Tired with trying to make a name. 
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“Tomorrow,” I say, “I'll call on Jim, 

Just to show that I’m thinking of him.” 

But tomorrow comes and tomorrow goes; 

And distance between us grows and grows. 

Around the corner—yet miles away. 

“Here’s a telegram, sir’”—Jim died today! 

And that’s what we get, and deserve in the 
end. 


Around the corner, a vanished friend. 


—Author Unknown 
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Die when I may, I want it said of me by 
those who knew me best, that I always 
plucked a thistle and planted a flower where 
I thought a flower would grow.—Abraham 


Lincoln. 
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“Was Merely 
‘Whisperin’ Bill’ ” 


So you’re takin’ the census, mister? 

There’s three of us livin’ still, 

My wife, an’ I, an’ our only son, that folks 
call Whisperin’ Bill; 

But Bill couldn’t tell ye his name, sir, an’ so 
it’s hardly worth givin’, 

For ye see a bullet killed his mind, an’ left 
his body livin’. 


Set down for a minute, mister; ye see Bill 
was only fifteen 

At the time o’ the war, an’ as likely a boy as 
ever this world has seen; 

An’ what with the news of battles lost, the 
speeches an’ all the noise, 

I guess every farm in the neighborhood lost 
a part of its crop o’ boys. 
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Twas harvest-time when Bill left home; every 
stalk in the fields of rye 

Seemed to stand tip-top to see him off an’ 
wave him a fond good-bye; 

His sweetheart was here with some other girls 
—the sassy little miss! 

An’ pretendin’ she wanted to whisper ’n his 
ear, she gave him a rousin’ kiss. 


Oh, he was a handsome feller, an’ tender an’ 
brave an’ smart, 

An’ though he was bigger than I was, the boy 
had a woman’s heart. 

I couldn’t control my feelin’s, but I tried with 
all my might, 

An’ his mother an’ me stood a-cryin’ till Bill 
was out 0’ sight. 
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His mother she often told him when she knew 
he was goin’ away, 

That God would take care o’ him, maybe, if 
he didn’t forgit to pray; 

An’ on the bloodiest battle-field, when bullets 
whizzed in the air, 

An’ Bill was a-fightin’ desperit, he used to 
whisper a prayer. 


Oh, his comrades has often told me that Bill 


never flinched a bit, 

When every second a gap in the ranks told 
where a ball had hit. 

An’ one night when the field was covered 
with the awful harvest o’ war, 

They found my boy ’mongst the martyrs 0’ 
the cause he was fightin’ for. 
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His fingers were clutched in the dew grass— 
oh, no, sir, he wasn’t dead, 


But he lay sort of helpless an’ crazy with a 
rifle-ball in his head; 

An’ if Bill had really died that night I’d give 
all I’ve got worth givin’. 

For ye see the bullet had killed his mind an’ 
left his body livin’. 


An officer wrote an’ told us how the boy had 
been hurt in the fight, 

But he said that the doctors reckoned they 
could bring him round all right, 

An’ then we heard from a neighbor, disabled 
at Malvern Hill, 

That he thought in the course of a week or 
so he’d be comin’ home with Bill. 
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We was that anxious t’ see him we’d set up 
an’ talk o’ nights 

Till the break 0’ day had dimmed the stars 
an’ put out the northern lights; 

We waited an’ watched for a month or more, 
an’ the Summer was nearly past, 

When a letter came one day that said they’d 
started for home at last. 


Pll never forgit the day Bill came—’twas 
harvest-time again— 

An’ the air-bloom over the yellow fields was 
sweet with the scent o’ the grain; 

The door-yard was full o’ the neighbors, who 
had come to share our joy, 

An’ all of us sent up a mighty cheer at the 
sight o’ that soldier boy. 
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An’ all of a sudden somebody said: “My 
God! don’t the boy know his mother?” 

An’ Bill stood a-whisperin’, fearful like, an’ 
starin’ from one to another; 

“Ton’t be afraid, Bill,” said he to himself, 
as he stood in his coat o” blue, 

“Why, God’ll take. care 0’ you, Bill; God’ll 


take care 0” you.” 


He seemed to be loadin’ an’ firin’ a gun, an’ 
to act like a man who hears 

The awful roar o’ the battle-field a-soundin’ 
in his ears; 

I saw that the bullet had touched his brain 
an’ somehow made it blind, 

With the picture o’ war before his eyes an’ 
the fear o’ death in his mind. 
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I grasped his hand, an’ says I to Bill, “Don’t 
ye remember me? 

I’m yer father—don’t ye know me? How 
frightened ye seem to be!” 

But the boy kep’ a-whisperin’ to himself, as 
if twas all he knew, 

“God’ll take care o’ you, Bill; God’ll take 


care 0’ you.” 


He’s never known us since that day, nor his 
sweetheart, an’ never will; 

Father an’ mother an’ sweetheart are all the 
same to Bill. 

An’ many’s the time his mother sets up the 
whole night through, 

An’ smooths his head, and says: “Yes, Bill, 
God’ll take care o’ you.” 
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Unfortunit? Yes, but we can’t complain. It’s 
a livin’ death more sad 


When the body clings to a life o’ shame an’ 
the soul has gone to the bad; 


An’ Bill is out o’ the reach o’ harm an’ danger 
of every kind. 


We only take care of his body, but God takes 


care of his mind. 
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Three Roses 


Three roses, wan as moonlight, and weighed 
down 


Each with its loveliness as with a crown, 


Drooped in a florist’s window in a town. 


The first a lover bought. It lay at rest 


Like flower on flower that night on beauty’s 
breast. 


The second rose, as virginal and fair, 


Shrank in the tangles of a harlot’s hair. 


The third, a widow, with new grief made wild, 


Shut in the icy palm of her dead child. 
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Beautiful Snow 


This poem, which has been pronounced one 
of the finest ever written, has a sad history. 
During the early part of the Civil War, one 
dark Saturday night in midwinter, there died 
in the Commercial Hospital in Cincinnati a 
young woman, over whose head only two and 
twenty summers had passed. She had once 
been possessed of an enviable share of beauty 
and had been, as she herself says, “flattered 
and sought for the charm of face”; but alas, 
upon her fair brow was written that terrible 
word, women of the streets. Once the pride of 
respectable parents, her first wrong step was 
the small beginning of the “same old story 
over again,” which has been only the life 
history of thousands. Highly educated, and 


<Q eye 
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with accomplished manners, she might have 
shown in the best society; but the evil hour 
that proved her ruin was the door of child- 
hood, and having spent a young life of dis- 
grace and shame, the poor, friendless one 
died the melancholy death of a broken-hearted 
outcast. 


Among her personal effects was found in 
manuscript, “The Beautiful Snow,” which 
was immediately carried to Enos B. Reed, a 
gentleman of culture and literary tastes, who 
was at that time editor of the National Union. 
In the columns of that paper on the morning 
of the day following the girl’s death, the poem 
appeared in print for the first time. When 
the paper containing the poem came out on 
Sunday moming the body of the victim had 
not received burial. The attention of Thomas 
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Buchanan Reed, one of the first American 
poets, was so taken with its striking pathos 
that he followed the Bier to its final resting 
place. Such are the plain facts concerning 
her, whose “Beautiful Snow” shall long be 
remembered as one of the brightest gems in 
American literature—The Editor. 


ONS) 


O the snow, the beautiful snow, 

Filling the sky and the earth below, 
Over the housetops, over the street. 
Over the heads of the people you meet, 
Dancing, flirting, skipping along, 


Beautiful snow, it can do no wrong. 
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Flying to kiss a fair lady’s cheek, 
Clinging to lips in a frolicsome freak, 
Beautiful snow from the heavens above, 
Pure as an angel, and gentle as love, 
O, the snow, the beautiful snow! 


How the flakes gather and laugh as they go! 


Whirling about in a maddening fun, 

It plays in its glee with everyone. 

Chasing, laughing, hurrying by, 

It lights on the face and it sparkles the eye; 
And playful dogs with a bark and a bound, 
Snap at the crystals that eddy around. 
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The town is alive, and its heart is aglow, 
To welcome the coming of beautiful snow. 
How wildly the crowd goes swaying along, 
Hailing each other with humor and song! 
How the gay sleds like meteors flash by, 


Bright for the moment, then lost to the eye! 


Ringing, swinging, dashing they go, 
Over the crust of the beautiful snow; 
Snow so pure when it falls from the sky 
As to make one regret to see it lie, 


To be trampled and tracked by thousands 
of feet, 


Till it blends with the filth in the horrible 


street. 
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Once I was pure as the snow; but I fell— 
Fell like the snowflakes, from heaven to hell; 
Fell to be trampled as filth in the street; 

Fell to be scoffed; to be spit on and beat; 
Pleading, cursing, dreading to die; 


Selling my soul to whoever would buy. 


Dealing in shame for a morsel of bread; 
Hating the living and fearing the dead. 
Merciful God! Have I fallen so low? 
And yet I was once like the beautiful snow, 
Once I was fair as the beautiful snow, 


With an eye like a crystal, a heart like its 
glow. 


23 


4 PAT BARNES’ PICK-UPS $ 


Once I was loved for my innocent grace, 


Flattered and sought for the charm of the 
face. 


Father, mother, sister, all, 
God and myself I have lost by my fall. 
The veriest wretch that goes shivering by, 


Will make a widé sweep lest I wander too 
nigh. 


For all that is on or above me I| know, 

There’s nothing as pure as the beautiful snow. 

How strange it should be that this beautiful 
snow 

Should fall on a sinner with nowhere to go! 

How strange it should be ere the night comes 
again, 


If the snow and ice struck my desperate brain. 
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Fainting, freezing, dying alone, 

Too wicked for prayer, too weak for a moan 
To be heard in the streets of the crazy town; 
Gone mad in the joy of the snow coming down. 
To be and to die in my terrible woe, 


With a bed and a shrowd of the beautiful 


snow. 


Helpless and foul as the trampled snow, 
Sinner, despair not, Christ stoopeth low 
To rescue the soul in its sin, 

To raise it to life and enjoyment again, 


Groaning, bleeding, dying for thee. 
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The Crucified hung on the accused tree; 
His accents of mercy fell soft on thine ear; 


Is there mercy for me? Will He heed my 
prayer? 


O God! in the stream that for sinners did flow, 


Wash me and I shall be whiter than snow. 


Beautiful Snow, from Poems with a Soul. 


Published by R. W. Ginter, Oklahoma City, 
Okla. 
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Be Yourself 


The man you respect 
And you cater to, 
Is the fellow who smiles 
When the world seems blue, 
Who laughs when he’s hurt 
And tries with his might, 
To meet all his troubles 


And STILL be polite. 


He has time to be courteous, 
Never gets riled, 

Takes life’s roughest edges 
And grins, he is mild, 

Thinks in terms of “Best Service,” 
Puts that above wealth, 

He’s the chap that we ALL can be, 
Just BE YOURSELF. 
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The Dukite Snake 


Well, mate, you’ve asked me about a fellow 

You met today, in a black and yellow 

Chain-gang suit, with a peddler’s pack, 

Or with some such burden, strapped to his 
back. 

Did you meet him square? _ No, passed 
you by? 

Well, if you had, and had looked in his eye, 

You’d have felt for your irons then and there; 

For the light in his eye is a madman’s glare. 

Ay, mad, poor fellow! I know him well, 

And if you’re not tired just yet, I'll tell 


His story—a strange one as ever you heard 
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Or read; but I'll vouch for it, every word. 


That man who goes 


Through the bush with the pack and the con- 


vict’s clothes 
Has been mad for years; but he does no harm, 
And our lonely settlers feel no alarm 
When they see or meet him. Poor Dave Sloane 
Was a settler once, and a friend of my own. 
Some eight years back, in the spring of the 
year, 
Dave came from Scotland, and settled here. 
A splendid young fellow he was just then, 
And one of the bravest and truest men 


That I ever met; he was kind as a woman 
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To all who needed a friend, and no man— 

Not even a convict—met with his scorn, 

For David Sloane was a gentleman born. 

Ay, friend, a gentleman, though it sounds 
queer; 

There’s plenty of blue blood flowing out here. 

Well, Sloane came here with an axe and a 
gun; 

He bought four miles of a sandal-wood run. 

This bush at that time was a lonesome place, 

So lonesome the sight of a white man’s face 

Was a blessing, unless it came at night. 


And peered in your hut, with the cunning 
fright 


2 ele—eeea———— IO? 
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Of a runaway convict; and even they 

Were welcome, for talk’s sake, while they 
could stay. 

Dave lived with me here for a while, and 
learned 

The tricks of the bush—how the snare was 
laid 

In the wallaby track, how traps were made, 

How "possums and kangaroo rats were killed; 

And when that was learned, I helped him to 
build 

From mahogany slabs a good bush hut, 

And showed him how sandal-wood logs 
were cut. 


I lived up there with him, days and days 
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For I loved the lad for his honest ways. 
I had only one fault to find; at first 


Dave worked too hard; for a lad who was 
nursed, 

As he was, in idleness, it was strange 

How he cleared that sandal-wood off his 
range. 

From the morning light till the light expired 

He was always working, he never tired; 

Till at length I began to think his will 

Was too much settled on wealth, and still 

When I looked at the lad’s brown face, and 
eye 

Clear, open, my heart gave such thought 
the lie. 
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But one day—for he read my mind—he said 

His hand on my shoulder: “Don’t be afraid,” 

Said he, “that I’m seeking alone for self 

I work hard, friend; but ’tis not for myself.” 

And he told me, then, in his quiet tone, 

Of a girl in Scotland, who was his own— 

His wife—twas for her; ’twas all he could 
say, 

And his clear eye brimmed as he turned away. 

After that he told me the simple tale; 

They had married for love, and she was to sail 

For Australia when he wrote home and told 


The oft-watched-for story of finding gold. 


In a year he wrote, and his news was good; 
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He had bought some cattle and sold his wood. 
He said, “Darling, I’ve only a hut, but come.” 


Friend, a husband’s heart is a true wife’s 


home; 


And he knew she’d come. Then he turned 
his hand 


To make neat the house, and prepare the land 


For his crops and vines; and he made that 


place 
Put on such a smiling and homelike face, 
That when she came, and he showed her round 
His sandal-wood and his crops in the ground, 
And spoke of the future, they cried for joy, 
The husband’s arm clasping his wife and boy. 


Well, friend, if a little of heaven’s best bliss 
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Ever comes from the upper world to this, 

It came into that manly bushman’s life, 

And circled him round with the arms of his 
wife. 

God bless that bright memory, even to me, 

A rough, lonely man, did she seem to be, 

While living, an angel of God’s pure love, 

And now I could pray to her face above. 

And David he loved her as only a man 

With a heart as large as was his heart can. 

I wondered how they could have lived apart, 


For he was her idol, and she was his heart. 


Friend, there isn’t much more of the tale 


to tell; 
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I was talking of angels a while since. Well, 
Now I’ll change to a devil—ay, to a devil! 
You needn’t start; if a spirit of evil 
Ever came to this world its hate to slake 
On mankind, it came as a Dukite snake. 
Like? Like the pictures you’ve seen of Sin, 
A long, red snake—as if what was within 
Was fire that gleamed through his glistening 
skin, 
And his eyes! If you could go down to hell 
And come back to your fellows here and tell 
What the fire was like, you could find no thing 
Here below on the earth, or up in the sky, 
To compare it to but a Dukite’s eye! 


Now, mark you, these Dukite don’t go alone 
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There’s another near when you see but one; 

And beware you of killing that one you see 

Without finding the other; for you may be 

More than twenty miles from the spot that 
night, 

When camped, but you’re tracked by the lone 
Dukite, 

That will follow your trail like Death or Fate, 


And kill you as sure as you killed its mate! 


Well, poor Dave Sloane had his young wife 
here 

Three months—’twas just this time of the 
year. 

He had teamed some sandal-wood to the 


Vasse, 
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And was homeward bound, when he saw in 
the grass 

A long, red snake; he had never been told 

Of the Dukite’s ways—he jumped to the road, 

And smashed its flat head with the bullock- 
goad! 


He was proud of the red skin, so he tied 

Its tail to the cart, and the snake’s blood dyed 
The bush on the path he followed that night. 
He was early home, and the dead Dukite 
Was flung at the door to be skinned next day. 
At sunrise next morning he started away 
To hunt up his cattle. A three hours’ ride 


Brought him back; he gazed on his home with 
pride 
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And joy in his heart; he jumped from his 
horse 
And entered—to look on his young wife’s 


corpse 
And his dead child clutching it’s mother’s 
clothes 


As in fright; and there, as he gazed arose 

From her breast, where ’twas resting, the 
gleaming head 

Of the terrible Dukite, as if it said, 

“T’ve had vengeance, my foe; you took all 
I had.” 

And so had the snake—David Sloane was 
mad! 

I rode to his hut just by chance that night 

And there on the threshold the clear moonlight 
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Showed the two snakes dead. I pushed in 
the door 

With an awful feeling of coming woe. 

The dead were stretched on the moonlit floor, 

The man held the hand of his wife—his 
pride, 

His poor life’s treasure—and crouched by 
her side. 

O God! I sank with the weight of the blow, 

I touched and called him; he heeded me not, 

So I dug her a grave in a quite spot, 

And lifted them both—her boy on _ her 
breast— 

And laid them down in the shade to rest. 


Then I tried to take my poor friend away, 
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And he cried so woefully, “Let me stay 

Till she comes again!” that I had no heart 

To try to persuade him then to part 

From all that was left to him here—her 
grave; 

So I stayed by his side that night, and save 

One heart-cutting cry, he uttered no sound— 

O God! that wail—like the wail of a hound. 


Tis six long years since I heard that cry, 
But ’twill ring in my ears till the day I die. 
Since that fearful night no one has heard 
Poor David Sloane utter sound or word. 
You have seen today how he always goes; 


He’s been given that suit of convict’s clothes 


41 


PAT BARNES’ PICK-UPS $ 


By some prison officer. On his back 
You noticed a load like a peddler’s pack? 


Well, that’s what he lives for; when reason 


went, 
Still memory lived, for his days are spent 
In searching for Dukites; and year by year 
That bundle of skins is growing. “Tis clear 
That the Lord out of evil some good still 
takes; 
For he’s clearing this bush of the Dukite 


snakes. 


John Boyle O’ Reilly 
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If none were sick and none were sad, 
What service could we render? 
I think if we were always glad 


We scarcely could be tender. 


Did our beloved never need 
Our tender ministration, 
Earth would grow cold, and miss indeed 


Its sweetest consolation. 


If sorrow never claimed our heart, 
And every wish were granted, 
Patience would die and hope depart; 


Life would be disenchanted. 
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Forget It 
If you see a tall fellow ahead of the crowd; 
A leader of men, marching fearless and proud 


And you know of: a tale, whose mere telling 


aloud 


Would cause his proud head to in anguish 
be bowed, 


It’s a pretty good plan to forget it. 


If you know of a skeleton hidden away 


In a closet, and guarded, and kept from the 


way 
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In the dark, and whose showing, whose sudden 


display, 


Would cause grief and sorrow and lifelong 


dismay, 
It’s a pretty good plan to forget it. 


If you know of a thing that will darken the 
joy, 
Of a man or a woman, a girl or a boy; 


That will wipe out a smile, or the least way 


annoy, 


It’s a pretty good plan to forget it. 
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Going In 
(Fere En Tardenois, 1918) 
No battle flag in front was flung, 
No thrilling “charge” from the bugle rung. 
No martial music to cheer the weak, 


As we staggered or swam through a bloody 
creek. 


Just a steady plod o’er the fallen trees, 


Through mud and slime, half-way to the 
knees. 


No sound of whisper or word of talk, 


*Twas eyes to the front and walk—walk— 


walk. 
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No general there, with his sword flung high, 
To order his troopers to do or die. 
No spirited charger to lead the way, 
Through the wreckage and ruin of blazing 
fray. 


Just a thin brown line at a steady pace, 
With another lad ready to take your place. 
When a stream of bullets would halt or balk, 


Us “going in” at a walk—walk—walk. 


At times some pal would a sniper espy, 
Hid in the leaves and the branches high. 
A rifle would blaze with a barking sound, 
As the sniper was hurled to the muddy 


ground. 
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Unseen were the places from which there 
came, 


Machine-gun bullets like a leaden rain, 
But with staring eyes and a face like chalk, 
We were “going in” at a walk—walk— 
walk. 
A buddy would drop with a choking gasp, 
That scraped like a nail on a blunted rasp. 
But with never a glance at his empty place, 


We still walked on at that steady pace. 


Every taut nerve stretched to its highest peak, 
With a frantic desire to scream or shriek. 
It’s a living Hell, not to run or talk, 
When you’re “going in” at a walk—walk— 


walk. —By Doughboy. 
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Going Out 


(Foret de Nesles—July, 1918) 


Ungh:—That one got me somewhere in the 
side, 
Well, I’ve looked for this thing quite a 
while. 
Guess it’s only a scratch, and they’ll give me 
a ride 
To the base, from these shell-holes vile. 


Hell: What is wrong with my legs, they’re a 
mess, 
And I can’t get them off of the ground. 
Best answer the sick-call tomorrow, I guess, 


For the whole world is spinning around. 
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God: It’s more than a scratch; my side is all 


blood, 
And I’m caught in this hellish barbed-wire. 


It’s better than crawling through lime and 
through mud, 


But my head feels as though it’s on fire. 


Water, please, water; Good God, it is hot, 
And the fire of Hell’s in my side. 
Guess I’d better pray if I haven’t forgot, 


But it’s been a long time since I tried. 


Buddy: Don’t all go and leave me alone, 


Won’t one of you boys please stay? 
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The wire: Good God, it cuts clear to the bone; 
Can’t any of you fellows pray? 


My snips: I can’t reach them, they’re round 


in the back, 
And hanging alongside my hip, 
But are held in place by this beastly pack, 


That is fastened down tight with a clip. 


Mother: You’re coming to help me again, 
As you did when I was a child, 
Hold me tight, mother dear, ’twill ease the 
pain, 


For my heart and my pulses run wild. 
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Kiss me, Mother, my breath’s coming slow, 
Press me close to your breast once more. 


With your dear arms around me, please don’t 


let me go, 
Hold me tight, as in days of yore. 


The pain is most gone, and the grass seems 


green, 
On this muddy and blood-soaked sod. 


It grows dark, but the pain in my side is less 


keen, 


Kiss me now, dear Mother—Ah, God. 


—By a Doughboy. 
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We Simply Say, “Good Bye” 
We say it for an hour or for years, 

We say it smiling, say it choked with tears; 
We say it coldly, say it with a kiss; 

And yet we have no other word than this, 


“Good-bye.” 


We have no dearer word for our heart’s 


friend, 
For him who journeys to the world’s far end, 
And sears our soul with going; this we say, 
As unto him who steps but o’er the way— 


“Good-bye.” 
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Alike to those we love, and those we hate, 

We say no more at parting at life’s gate, 

To him who passes out beyond earth’s sight— 

We cry, as to the wanderer for the night, 
“Good-bye.” 


—Charles Dickens. 
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A Son’s Letter to His Dead 
Father 


(Published to promote a better understand- 


ing between living fathers and their sons.) 
Dear Dad: 


I am writing this to you, though you have 


been dead thirty years. 


From your seat in the Place Beyond I hope 
you can see these lines. I feel I must say some 
things to you, things I didn’t know when I 
was a boy in your house, and things I was 


too stupid to say. 


It’s only now, after passing through the 
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long, hard school of years; only now, when 
my own hair is gray, that I understand how 


you felt. 


I must have been a bitter trial to you. I 
was such an ass. | believed my own petty 
wisdom, and I know now how ridiculous it 
was, compared to that calm, ripe, wholesome 


wisdom of yours. 


Most of all, I want to confess my worst sin 
against you. It was the feeling I had that 


you “did not understand.” 


When I look back over it now, I know that 
you did understand. You understood me 


better than I did myself. Your wisdom flowed 
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around mine like the ocean around an island. 


And how patient you were with me! How 


full of long suffering and kindness. 


And how pathetic, it now comes home to 
me, were your efforts to get close to me, to 


win my confidence, to be my pal! 


I wouldn’t let you. I couldn’t. What was 
it held me aloof? I don’t know. But it was 
tragic—that wall that rises between a boy 
and his father, and their frantic attempts to 


see through it and climb over it. 


I wish you were here now, across the table 


from me, just for an hour, so that I could tell 
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you how there’s no wall any more; I under- 
stand you now, Dad, and, God! how I love 
you and wish I could go back and be your 
boy again. 


I know now how I could make you happy 
every day. I know how you felt. 


Well, it won’t be long, Dad, till I am over, 
and I believe you'll be the first to take me 
by the hand and help me up the further slope. 


And I'll put in the first thousand years or 
so making you realize that not one pang or 
yearning you spent on me was wasted. It 
took a good many years for this prodigal son 


—and all sons are in a measure prodigal—to 
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come to himself, but I’ve come, I see it 


all now. 


I know that the richest, most priceless thing 
on earth, and the thing least understood, is 
that mighty love and tenderness and craving 
to help which a father feels toward his boy. 


For I have a boy of my own. 


And it is he that makes me want to go back 


to you, and get down on my knees to you. 


Up there some where in the Silence, hear 


me, Dad, and believe me.—Author Unknown. 
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“Twas Twenty Years 
Ago, Tom” 

I’ve wandered to the village, Tom; I’ve sat 
beneath the tree 

Upon the schoolhouse playground that shel- 
tered you and me; 

But none were there to greet me, Tom; and 
few were left to know, 

Who played with us upon the green, some 


twenty years ago. 


The grass is just as green, Tom; barefooted 
boys at play 
Were sporting, just as we did then, with 


spirits just as gay. 


8 tr, 
60 


# PAT BARNES’ PICK-UPS *¥ 


But the “master” sleeps upon the hill, which 
coated o’er with snow, 
Afforded us a sliding place, some twenty 


years ago. 


The old school house is altered now, the 
benches are replaced 

By new ones, very like the same our pen- 
knives once defaced; 


But the same old bricks are in the wall; the 


bell swings to and fro; 
It’s music just the same, dear Tom, ’twas 


twenty years ago. 
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The boys were playing some old game be- 
neath that same old tree; 

I have forgot the name just now—you’ve 
played the same with me 

On that same spot; *twas played with knives, 
by throwing so and so; 


The loser had a task to do—these twenty 


years ago. 


The river’s running just as still; the willows 


on its side 


Are larger than they were, Tom; the stream 


appears less wide; 
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But the grapevine swing is ruined now, where 
once we played the beau, 
And swung our sweethearts—pretty girls— 


just twenty years ago. 


The spring that bubbled ’neath the hill close 
by the spreading beach 

Is very low—’twas then so high that we could 
scarcely reach; 

And kneeling down to get a drink, dear Tom, 
I started so, 

To see how sadly I am changed, since twenty 


years ago. 
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Near by that spring, upon an elm, you know 
I cut your name; 

Your sweetheart’s just beneath it, Tom, and 
you did mine the same; 

Some heartless wretch has peeled the bark; 
*twas dying sure but slow, 

Just as she died, whose name you cut, some 


twenty years ago. 


My lids have long been dry, Tom, but tears 


came to my eyes; 


I thought of her I loved so well, those early 


broken ties; 
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I visited the old church-yard, and took some 
flowers to strow 


Upon the graves of those we loved, some 
twenty years ago. 


Some are in the church-yard laid, some sleep 
beneath the sea; 


But few are left of our old class, excepting 
you and me; 


And when our time shall come, Tom, and we 
are called to go, 


I hope they'll lay us where we played, just 
twenty years ago. 


Some say this was written 
By Stephen Marsell, others 
say A. J. Gault. 
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The House with Nobody in It 

Whenever I walk to Suffern along the Erie 
track 

I go by a poor old farmhouse with its shingles, 
broken and black. 

I suppose I’ve passed it a hundred times, but 
I always stop for a minute 

And look at the house, the tragic house, the 


house with nobody in it. 


I never have seen a haunted house, but I 
hear there are such things; 
That they hold the talk of spirits, their mirth 


and sorrowings. 
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I know this house isn’t haunted, and I wish 
it were, I do; 
For it wouldn’t be so lonely if it had a ghost 


or two. 


This house on the road to Suffern needs a 
dozen panes of glass. 

And somebody ought to weed the walk and 
take a scythe to the grass. 

It needs new paint and shingles, and the vines 
should be trimmed and tied; 


But what it needs the most of all is some 


people living inside. 
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If I had a lot of money and all my debts 
were paid 

I’d put a gang of men to work with brush 
and saw and spade. 

I'd buy the place and fix it up the way it 
used to be; ° 

And I'd find some people who wanted a house 


and give it to them free. 


Now, a new house standing empty, with star- 


ing window and door, 


Looks idle, perhaps, and foolish, like a hat 


on its block in the store. 


But there’s nothing mournful about it; it can- 


not be sad and lone 
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For the lack of something within it that it 
has never known. 

But a house that has done what a house should 
do, a house that has sheltered life, 

That has put its loving wooden arms around 
a man and his wife, 

A house that has echoed a baby’s laugh, and 
held up his stumbling feet, 

Is the saddest sight, when it’s left alone, that 


ever your eyes could meet. 


So whenever I go to Suffern along the Erie 
track 
I never go by the empty house without stop- 


ping and looking back. 
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Yet it hurts me to look at the crumbling roof 
and the shutters falling apart, 
For I can’t help thinking the poor old house 


is a house with a broken heart. 


—Poems, Essays and Letters 


by Joyce Kilmer 


Published by George H. Doran Co., New 
York City. 
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A Letter from the Trenches 
Mary Moncure Parker 


I sat in the dugout, Mother dear, 

And read your letter from home; 

I felt so happy to hear from you, 

That the tears sort of started to come; 

The Kodak, too, of the dear old house, 

And Mammy Lou, bless her black face, 

Smiling with arms akimbo set, 

Just like she owned the place; 

With Duke at her feet, the good old dog, 

By the way, does he miss me at all? 

Sister Nell with the kiddie, for Heaven’s 
sake! 

How he’s grown! I thought he was small; 

I am saving the best for the last, Mother dear, 


ier 
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You—you—in your sweet white dress, 

And the lacy shawl—with your gentle eyes, 

I kissed you and said, God bless 

The most beautiful woman in all the world. 

You’ve got the rest beaten a mile; 

Why I'd swim across the sea if I could, 

Just for one glimpse of your smile. 

The parcel came straight and the candy was 
fine, 

And I noted the cigarettes too, 

Don’t you remember how shocked you were, 

The first time you knew 

Your boy had once smoked? I’m a soldier 

now; 

Uncle Sam, you see, thinks it’s all right 

For his lads to smoke—it steadies the nerves, 

And really helps us to fight. 

Oh write lots of letters; they mean such a lot 
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And say, just off-hand, how’s Betty May? 

You might ask her now and then to drop me 
a note, 

There’s no hurry—just any old day. 

Say, I almost forgot—the fellow who brought 

Your letter and parcel to me, 

Stood by with a frown—no, it wasn’t just that 

But he looked as glum as could be. 

I gave him some smokes and the candy I 
shared, 

And I showed him the Kodak of you; 

All of a sudden, he said, “Good God! 

I couldn’t believe it was true, 

A mother like that”—(don’t mind his slang), 

“Mine died and my father—oh well— 

A drunkard—that tells it. There may not be 
a Heaven, 


But I’m all-fired sure there’s a Hell 
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Right here on earth. I’ve had it, you know; 

I'll fight—but nobody will care, 

If I die or get hurt, I’m just one of a bunch, 

City driftwood from towns everywhere.” 

I slapped him on the back—said, “Brace up 
old boy, 

You’re a soldier from your top to your toe, 

You belong to us all, and you bet I’m your 
pal.” 

It’s queer, Mother, I never used to feel so, 

About fellows like that, but he’s a good scout; 

I wonder if you would write him a line, 

Oh just one of your dear ones—you know 
what to say, 

I’m dead sure it would make him feel fine. 

This letter’s too long and so I must quit. 


Don’t worry about me at all; 
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War is no child’s play—but you bet I am 
tough, 

And I’m developing whole lots of gall, 

And nerve. I am sure we are going to win; 

The Stars and Stripes are tattooed on my 
heart, 

There’s a U. S. in each eye—all the fellows 
are so 

We can’t wait to play our World part. 

One Thousand Kisses and whole bushels of 
love 

Please enclose that good letter to him, 

That lonesome pal here and God bless you a 
lot 

Your loving boy in the Trenches, Just Jim. 

—Mary Moncure Parker. 


(Author of the “Mother They 
Forgot’’ and ‘‘Back Seat Drivers’’) 
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A Little Boy 


(A Thought for Fathers and Future Fathers) 

Listen, son: I am saying this to you, as you 
lie asleep, one little paw crumpled under 
your cheek and the blond curls stickily wet 
on your damp forehead. I have stolen into 
your room alone. Just a few minutes ago, as 
I sat reading my paper in the library, a hot, 
stifling wave of remorse swept over me. I 


could not resist it. Guiltily I came to your 


bedside. 


These are the things I was thinking, son: 
I had been cross to you. I scolded you as 


you were dressing for school because you 
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gave your face merely a dab with a towel. 
I took you to task for not cleaning your 
shoes. I called out angrily when I found you 


had thrown some of your things on the floor. 


At breakfast I found fault, too. You spilled 
things. You gulped down your food. You 
put your elbows on the table. You spread 
butter too thick on your bread. And as you 
started off to play and I made for my train, 
you turned and waved a little hand and called, 
“Good-bye, Daddy!” and I frowned, and said 
in reply, “Hold your shoulders back!” 


Then it began all over again in the late 


afternoon. As I came up the hill road I spied 
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you, down on your knees playing marbles. 
There were holes in your stockings. I hu- 
miliated you before your boy friends by mak- 
ing you march ahead of me back to the house. 
Stockings were expensive—and if you had to 
buy them you would be more careful! 
Imagine that, son, from a father! It was such 
a stupid, silly logic. 


Do you remember, later, when I was read- 
ing in the library, how you came in, softly, 
timidly, with a sort of hurt, hunted look in 
your eyes? When I glanced up over my paper, 


impatient at the interruption, you hesitated 
at the door. 


“What is that you want?” I snapped. 


You said nothing, but ran across, in one 
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tempestuous plunge, and threw your arms 
around my neck and kissed me, again and 
again, and your small arms tightened with 
an affection that God had set blooming in 
your heart and which even neglect could not 
wither. And then you were gone, pattering 


up the stairs. 


Well, son, it was shortly afterwards that 
my paper slipped from my hands and a 
terrible, sickening fear came over me. Sud- 
denly I saw myself as I really was, in all my 
horrible selfishness, and I felt sick at heart. 


What had habit been doing to me? The 
habit of complaining, of finding fault, of 
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reprimanding—all of these were my rewards 
to you for being a boy. It was not that I 
did not love you; it was that I expected so 
much of youth. I was measuring you by the 


yardstick of my own years. 


And there was so much that was good, and 
fine, and true in your character. You did not 
deserve my treatment of you, son. The little 
heart of you was as big as the dawn itself 
over the wide hills. All this was shown by 
your spontaneous impulse to rush in and kiss 
me good night. Nothing else matters tonight, 
son. | have come to your bedside in the dark- 
ness, and I have knelt here, choking with emo- 


tion, and so ashamed! 
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It is a feeble atonement, I know you would 
not understand these things if I told them to 
you during your waking hours, yet I must say 
what I am saying. I must bum sacrificial 
fires, here in your bedroom, and make free 


confession. 


And I have prayed God to strengthen me in 
my new resolve. Tomorrow I will be a real 
daddy. I will chum with you, and suffer when 
you suffer and laugh when you laugh. I will 
bite my tongue when impatient words come. 
I will keep saying, as if it were a ritual: “He 


is nothing but a boy—a little boy!” 


I am afraid I have visualized you as a 
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man. Yet as I see you now, son, crumpled 
and weary in your cot, I see that you are 
still a baby. Yesterday you were in your 
mother’s arms, your head on her shoulder. 


I have asked too much! 


Dear boy! Dear little son! A penitent 
kneels at your infant shrine, here in the 
moonlight. I kiss the little fingers, and the 
damp forehead, and the yellow curls; and, if 
it were not for waking you, I would snatch 


you up and crush you to my breast. 


Tears came, and heartache, and remorse, 
and—I think—a greater, deeper love, when 
you ran through the library door and wanted 


to kiss me!—Author unknown. 
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To the Fellow Who'll 
Take My Place 


Here is a toast that I want to drink, 


To a fellow I'll never know— 


To the man who’s going to take my place 


When it’s time for me to go. 


I wonder what sort of a chap he’ll be, 


And I hope I can take his hand, 


>’ 


Just to whisper, “I wish you well, old man,’ 
In a way that he’ll understand. 


I'd like to give the cheering word, 
That I’ve longed at times to hear; 


I’d like to give him the warm handclasp 


When never a friend seems near. 
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I’ve learned my lesson by sheer hard work, 
And I wish I could pass it on 


To the fellow who'll come to take my place, 


Some day when I am gone. 


Will he see all the sad mistakes I’ve made? 
Will he count all the battles lost? 


Will he ever guess of the tears they caused 
Or heartaches they have cost? 


Will he see through the failures and fruitless 
tail, 


To the underlying plan, 


And catch a glimpse of the real intent 
In the heart of the vanquished man? 
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So here’s to your health, old chap, I drink, 
As a bridegroom to his bride, 

Pll leave an unfinished task for you, 

~ But God knows how I tried— 

I’ve dreamed my dreams as all men do 
But never a dream came true, 

And my prayer today is that all my dreams 
May be realized by you. 


And we'll meet some day in the great un- 
known— 
Out in the realms of space; 
You'll know my clasp when I take your hand, 


And gaze in your tired face. 
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Then all my failures will be successes, 


In the light of the new-found dawn; 


So here’s to your health, old chap, 
Who’ll take my place when I am gone. 


—C. W. Kelly 
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The Lure of the Tropics 
You’ve decided to come to the tropics, 
Heard all that you had to do 
Was to sit in the shade of a cocoanut glade, 


While the dollars rolled in to you. 


You got that stuff down at the bureau, 
Have you got your statistics straight? 
Well, hear what it did to another kid 


Before you decide your fate. 


You don’t go down with a sharp, hard fall, 
You just sort of shuffle along, 
And lighten your load of the moral code 


Till you don’t know right from wrong. 
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I started in to be honest, 
With everything on the square; 
But a man can’t fool with the Golden Rule 


In a crowd that won’t play fair. 


*Twas a case of riding a crooked race, 
Or being an “Also Ran”; 

My only hope was to sneak and dope 
The horse of the other man. 


I pulled a deal in Guayaquil, 
In an Inca silver mine; 
And before they found it was salted ground, 


I was safe in the Argentine. 
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But the thing that'll double-bar my soul, 
When it flaps at heaven’s doors, 

Was peddling booze to the Santa Cruz 
And Winchester forty-fours. 


Made unafraid by my hellish aid, 
The drink-crazed brutes came down 
And left a blazing, quivering mass 


Of a flourishing border town. 


I then took charge of smuggler’s barge, 
Down the coast from Yucatan; 
But she went to hell off Christobal 


One night, in a hurricane. 
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I got to shore on a broken oar, 
In the filthy, shrieking dark. 
While the other two of the good ship’s crew 


Were converted into a shark. 


From a sun-baked cliff I flagged a skiff, 
With a salt-soaked pair of jeans; 
Then worked my way—for I couldn’t pay— 


On a fruiter to New Orleans. 


It’s kind of a habit, the tropics— 
It gets you worse than rum; 
You get away and you swear you'll stay, 


But they call, and back you come. 


Oh 
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Six short months went by before 
I was back there on the job, 
Running a war in Salvador 


With a bare-foot, black-faced mob. 


A mob that made me general, 
Leading a “grand” revolt, 
And my only friend from start to end 


Was a punishing army colt. 


I might have become their president, 
A prosperous man of means; 
But a gun-boat came and spoiled my game, 


With a hundred and ten marines. 
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So I awoke from my dream, dead broke, 
And drifted from bad to worse; 
And sank as low as a man can go 


Who walked with an empty purse. 


But stars, they say; appear by day, 

When you are down in the deep, dark pit; 
My lucky star found me that way 

When I was about to quit. 


Alone on a hot, flea-ridden cot, 
I was down with the yellow-jack; 
Alone in the bush and damned near dead— 


She found me and brought me back. 
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In her eyes shone lights of empires gone, 

For her’s was the blood of kings— 

When she spoke, her voice inspired high 
thoughts 

And dreams of nobler things. 


We were spliced in a Yankee meeting house 
In the land of your Uncle Sam; 

And I drew my pay from the U. S. A., 

For I worked on the Gatun Dam. 


Then the devil sent his right-hand man, 
I might have suspected he would; 
And he took her life, with a long, thin knife, 


Because she was pure and good. 
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Within me died hope, honor, pride, 
And all but a primitive will 
To hound him down on his blood-red trail, 
And find, and kill and kill! 
Pit | 
O’er chicle camps and logwood swamps, 
I hunted him many a moon; 


Then found my man in a long pit pan, 


At the edge of a blue lagoon. 


The chase was o’er at the farther shore, 
It ended a two-year quest; 

And I left him there with an empty stare, 
And a knife stuck in his chest. 
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You see those marks upon my arm? 
You wonder what they mean? 
Those marks were left by fingers deft 


Of my trained nurse—Miss Morophine. 


You say that habit’s no worse than rum? 
It’s possible, too, you are right; 
But at least it drives away the things 


That come and stare at night. 


There’s a homestead down in an old Maine 
town, 

And the lilacs ’round the gate, 

And the night winds whisper, “it might have 
been,” 


But the truth has come too late. 
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For whenever you play, whatever the way, 
For stakes that are large or small, 

The claw of the tropics gathers it in, 

And the dealer gets it all. 
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Land of Beginning Again 
I wish that there were some wonderful place 
Called the Land of Beginning Again, 
Where all our mistakes and our heartaches 
And all our poor, selfish grief 
Could be dropped, like a shabby old coat, at 
the door 


And never put on again. 


I wish we could come on it all unawares, 
Like the hunter who finds a lost trail; 


And I wish that the one whom our blindness 


had done 
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The gravest injustice of all 


Could be at the Gates, like an old friend that 


waits 
For the comrade he’s gladdest to hail. 
We would find all the things we intended to do 
But forgot, and remembered—too late. 
Little praises unspoken, little promises broken 
And all of the thousand and one 


Little duties neglected that might have per- 
fected 


The day for one less fortunate. 


It wouldn’t be possible not to be kind 


In the Land of Beginning Again; 
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And the ones we misjudged and the ones 
whom we grudged 

Their moments of victory here 

Would find in the grasp of our loving hand- 
clasp 


More than penitent lips could explain. 


For what had been hardest we’d know had 
been best, 

And what had seemed loss would be gain; 

For there isn’t a sting that will not take wing 

When we’ve faced it and laughed it away; 

And I think that the laughter is most what 
were after— 


In the Land of Beginning Again. 
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So I wish there were some wonderful place 
Called the Land of Beginning Again 

Where all our mistakes and all our heartaches 
And all of our poor, selfish grief 


Could be dropped, like a shabby old coat, at 
the door, 


And never put on again. 


—Louisa Fletcher Tarkington. 
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Happiness grows at our own firesides, and is 
not picked up in strangers’ gardens. 


—Douglas Jerrold. 
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“Is There a Santa Claus?” 


The following is said to be the most popu- 
lar editorial that ever appeared in the New 


York Sun: 


The Sun was founded in 1833, and from 
its very outset some of the most brilliant 
editors and writers of their time have been 


connected with it. 


This contribution was written by Frank P. 
Church, who died in 1906. It was printed 


September 21, 1897.—Editor’s Note. 


We take pleasure in answering at once and 


thus prominently the communication below, 


KOI es OO 
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expressing at the same time our great grati- 
fication that its faithful author is numbered 


among the friends of the Sun: 


Dear Editor: 


I am eight years old. Some of my little 
friends say there is no Santa Claus. Papa 
says, “If you see it in the Sun, it’s so.” 


Please tell me the truth, is there a Santa 


Clause? 
Virginia O'Hanlon 


115 West Ninety-fifth Street 


Virginia, your little friends are wrong. 


They have been affected by the skepticism of 
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skeptical age. They do not believe except 
they see. They think that nothing can be 
which is not comprehensible to their little 
minds. All minds, Virginia, whether they be 
men’s or children’s, are little. In this great 
universe of ours man is a mere insect, an 
ant, in his intellect, as compared with the 
boundless world about him, as measured by 
the intelligence capable of grasping the whole 


truth and knowledge. 


Yes, Virginia, there is a Santa Claus. He 
exists as certainly as love and generosity and 


devotion exist, and you know they abound 


es QO 


104 


# PAT BARNES’ PICK-UPS $# 


and give to your life its highest beauty and 
joy. Alas, how dreary would be the world if 
there was no Santa Claus! It would be as 
dreary as if there were no Virginias. There 
would be no childlike faith then, no poetry, 
no romance, to make tolerable this existence. 
We should have no enjoyment except in sense 
and light. The eternal light with which child- 
hood fills the world would be extinguished. 


Not believe in Santa Claus! You might 
as well not believe in fairies! You might get 
your papa to hire men to watch in all the 


chimneys on Christmas Eve to catch Santa 
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Claus, but even if they did not see Santa 
Claus coming down, what would that prove? 
Nobody sees Santa Claus, but that is no sign 
that there is no Santa Claus. The most real 
things in the world are those that neither 
children nor men can see. Did you ever see 
fairies dancing on the lawn? Of course not, 
but that’s no proof that they are not there. 
Nobody can conceive or imagine all the won- 
ders that are unseen and unseeable in the 


world. 


You tear apart the baby’s rattle and see 


what makes the noise inside, but there is a 
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veil covering the unseen world which not the 
strongest man, nor even the united strength 
of all the strongest men that ever lived, could 
tear apart. Only faith, fancy, poetry, love 
and romance, can push aside that curtain and 
view and picture the supernal beauty and 
glory beyond. Is it all real? Ah, Virginia, 
in all this world there is nothing else real and 


abiding. 


No Santa Claus? Thank God he lives, and 
he lives forever. A thousand years from now, 


Virginia, nay, ten times ten thousand years 
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from now, he will continue to make glad the 


heart of childhood. 


—Contributed to Mr. Barnes by John D. 
Fry, 1438 Fremont Ave., Grand Rapids, 
Mich. 
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How True! 


There’s one sad truth in life I’ve found 
While journeying east and west, 

The only folks we really wound 
Are those we love the best, 

We flatter those we scarcely know, 
We please the fleeting guest, 

And deal full many a thoughtless blow 


To those who love us best. 
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The Little One 


I ain’t afeared on Death to look—on the land, 
or the fur-off sea; 

Fer Death once come to my home an’ took a 
little one off from me; 

An’ thar wazn’t a smile for a lonesome while 
in the home whar she use to be,— 

I ain’t afeared 0’ Death sence he took a little 


one off from me! 


She wazn’t afeared! ... fer day by day—still, 


on the mother’s breast, 
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Uncomplainin’ she went away,—we whisper- 
in’: “God knows best!” 

Never a word from her lips waz heard as the 
days an’ the nights went on— 

Only the arms roun’ the mother after the 


soul was gone! 


I reckon it’s right, but somehow I’m allus 
wantin’ to know 
Jest why the good Lord took her from the 
ones that loved her so? 
Minister says: ““Twuz to bring us all close in 


the Master’s keep;” 


=" 
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But for her I’d take my chances out with the 


poor, lost sheep! 


Ef I only knowed she waz living—thar, whar 
she use to be— 

Ef only she had the daylight, an’ darkness 
come on me! 

Ef only, when the shadders come up from the 
cloudin’ West, 

I could hear the mother callin’ her home, and 


rockin’ her still to rest! 


ii 
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But she’s gone the way that we all must go, 
an’ the mother an’ me must moan; 

She waz sich a leetle bit of a thing to go in 
the dark alone! 

But sweet, and uncomplainin’ she lived her 
happy day 

An’ I ain’t afeared on Death to look sence the 


little one went that way! 


—Frank L. Stantion. 


“Comes One With a Song,” published by 
The Bowen Merrill Co., Indianapolis and 
Kansas City. 


113 


# PAT BARNES? PICK-UPS *# 


Be not pufféd or vain 
Of your beauty or your worth, 
Of your friends or your birth, 


Or the praise you gain. 
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From the Line 


Have you seen men come from the line, 
Tottering, doddering as if bad wine 

Had drugged their very souls, 

Their garments rent with holes, 

Caked with mud and streaked with blood 
Of other’s or their own; 

Haggard, weary limbed, chilled to the bone, 
Trudging aimless, hopeless on, 

With listless eyes and faces drawn, 


Taunt with woe. 


Have you seen them come 


Bowed down with muddy pack 
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Muddy rifles slung on back, 
And soaken overcoats, 
Staring on with eyes that note 
Nothing but the mire 


Quenched of every fire. 


Have you seen them come from 

Shell holes filled with scum 

And mud and blood and flesh, 

Where there is nothing fresh like 

Grass or trees or flowers and the 
Numbing year like hours lag on, drag on, 
And the hopeless dawn brings naught but 


Death and rain, the rain a fiend of pain, 
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That scurrages without end, and 


Death a smiling friend. 


Have you seen men when come from hell, 
If not, all well, 

Speak not with easy eloquence 

That sounds like sense of ear, 

And it’s necessity and do no 

Rant I pray of war’s magnificent nobility; 
For if you see men when come from the line, 
You will know it’s peace that is divine. 

If you have not seen the things I have sung 


Let silence bind your tongue 


Oe 1 
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And make all wars to cease and work and 
work 
For everlasting peace! 


—Watson Kerr 


In a book called ““War Daubs.” Published 
by Lane Publishing Co. 
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The compiler desires to 
thank the authors and 
publishers who have per- 
mitted the use of the 
many thoughts expressed 
in Pick-U ps. 
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